The Safety Catch

remained firmly locked in his office. Then the Central Executive
demanded a full meeting, with the Leader in the chair, for they
desired to ask him that same embarrassing question.

The meeting was held. The mind of the Central Executive was
clear and single. Here they were, with an enormous and well-
organized membership, an efficient central machine to control it,
the whole, one of the weightiest factors in the situation. On the
other hand, the sky was clouding over, fast, too fast. John was the
Leader. His weapons had been forged. It was for this moment that
all preparations had been made, all effort concentrated. What, they
made so bold as to ask, was he going to do about it?

There are grave disadvantages about being a Leader. When the
Followers reach the stage of demanding action, it is useless to offer
them argument. A tasty little lecture about the areas of the world
where, owing to the tardiness of the Foreign Development Branch,
nothing had ever been heard of the Movement, might have gone
down well on some (alas) vanished day; but not on that sunny
morning of the Central Executive Meeting. They would have
turned with unfeigned distaste from mention of Saxony, Peru, or
Baluchistan; of Alaska, Mongolia or Nippon. The situation had
narrowed down too closely. There is an hour so late that not even
to a Leader is recrimination permissible. That hour had come. The
eyes of the Central Executive were fixed on John, and the pencil
of Miss Plenditt was poised ready to take down his thundering
reply to the truculent ones of earth, his answer to the gnawing
question, "What are you going to do about it?*'

From that September morning, barely a year ago, when the Idea,
in all its flashing splendour, had found haven and soil in John's
mind, to this questioning hour was full circle of destiny. There was
no postponement, no escape, nothing to be done with the reprieve
of words.

"What, then/* it fell to the Napoleonic Joe's lot to say, "are you
going to do about it?"

He folded his arms on the table in the Conference Room,
put his chin on them, and looked hard and unwinkingly at the
Leader.
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